WILLIAM  VAUGHN MOODY
but God knows who has the rights of this wretchedness, and of all our funny little Pantheon the absurd little god who gets the least of my service is the one labelled " Personal Dignity/' I cannot think of any personal sacrifice I would not make to convince him of my friendship, or rather to establish once more the conditions which make friendship possible. I hope this does n't sound superior; it is not so meant.
W. V. M.
To Daniel Gregory Mason
Dec. 15, 1895.
1.  Shall reach New York . . . Dec. 19.
2.  Shall reach Boston . . . Dec. 26.
3.  Must leave Boston . . . Dec. 31.
4.  Shall leave Boston . . . God knows.
All except last date subject to change without notice.
W. V. M.
The hope of a vacation, expressed in the following letter in a characteristic metaphor, was illusory. Save for a ten-day bicycle trip with Mr. Schevill in the following June Moody seems to have stuck close to the "shop" for many months. In August he writes that he is to work all winter, in order to get a nine-months'
45. I shall crave judgment on the result at Christmas, for I purpose to make a descent on Boston then, ravenous with a three-month's abstinence from subtlety-spinning. ... I have . . . written to ------
